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/l/.,,1. c.J. 
This State is peculiarly interested in the planting and growth 
of trees, and we must depend upon the energy and enterprise 
of our people to supply the shade and beauty with which other 
parts of our country are naturally endowed. We can render no 
better service to those who come after us than to plant and 
nurture for their use, trees along our highways and streets, and 
in our parks, school-yards, and lawns. 
Therefore, I, Albert B. Cummins, Governor of the State of 
Iowa, do hereby set apart Friday, the 27thfday ofJApril, 1906, as 
Hrbor Day 
And I earnestly recommend that the people of the State 
observe the day so that the spirit whicn leads to its segregation 
from other days may be made effectual; and I especially ask 
the schools of the State to devote some part of the day to such 
exercises as will stimulate a love of nature, and I urge upon 
both teachers and pupils the appropriateness of planting trees 
in such places as may be practicable. 
L" TES1'IMO:-.Y WHEREOF, I have hereunto 
set my hand and caused to be affixed the 
Great Seal of the State of Iowa. 
Done this 19th day of March, 1906. 
ALBERT B. CTJMMH'/S, 
By Th~'Q-oywnor. 
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ARBOR AND BIRD DAY. 
April 27. 
The year's at the Spring, 
And day's at the morn; 
Morning's at seven; 
The hill side's dew pearled: 
The lark's on the wing; 
The snail's on the thorn; 
God's in his heaven-
All's right with the world! 
THE COMING OF SPRING. 
There's something in the air 
-Robert Browning. 
That's new and sweet and rare-
A scent of summer things, 
A whir as if of wings. 
There's something, too, that's new 
In the color of the blue 
That's in the morning sky, 
Before the sun is high. 
And tho on plain and hill 
'Tis winter, winter still, 
There's something seems to say 
That winter's had its day. 
And all this changing tint, 
This whispering stir and hint 
Of bud and bloom and wing, 
Is the coming of the spring. 
And tomorrow or today 
The brooks will break away 
From their icy, frozen sleep, 
And run, and laugh, and leap. 
3 
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And the next thing, in the woods, 
The catkins in their hoods 
Of fur and silk will stand, 
A sturdy little band. 
And the tassels soft and fine 
Of the hazel will entwine, 
And the elder branches show 
Their buds against the snow. 
So, silently but swift, 
Above the wintry drift, 
The long days gain and gain, 
Until on hill and plain,-
Once more, and yet once more, 
Returning as before, 
We see the bloom of birth 
Make young again the earth. 
-Nora Perry. 
THE GROVES. 
The groves were God's first temples ere 
man learned 
To hew the shaft and lay the architrave 
And spread the roof above them-ere he 
framed 
The lofty vault to gather and roll back 
The round of anthems in the darkling 
wood. 
Amidst the cool and silence, he knelt 
down 
And offered to the Mightiest solemn 
thanks and supplications. 
THE TASTE FOR TREES. 
-JJryant. 
There is something noble, simple, and pure in a tasle for lrees. 
lt argues, I think, a sweet and generous nature to have this strong 
relish for beauties of vegetation, and this friendship for the hardy 
and glorious sons of the forest. There is a grandeur of thought con-
nected with this part of rural economy. It is worthy of liberal and 
freeborn and aspiring men. He who plants an oak looks forward to 
future ages, and plants for posterity. Nothing can be less selfish than 
this. He can not expect to sit in its shade nor enjoy its shelter, but 
he exults in the idea that the acorn which he has buried in thfl 
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l.\arth shal1 grow up into a lofty pile and shall keep on fiourishi n;?: 
and increasing and benefiting mankind Jong after he shall ha\'r' 
ceased to tread his paternal fie ld s .- ll'oslli11u/011 Lrcin!J. 
AN ARBOR-DAY 'l'REK 
Dear little tree that we plant to-day, 
What will you be when we're old and gray? 
"The savings bank of the squirrel and mouse, 
For robin and wren an apartment house, 
The dressing room of the butterfly's ball, 
The locust and katydid's concert hall. 
The schoolboy's ladder in pleasant June, 
The schoolgirl's tent in the July noon. 
And my leaves shall whisper them merrily 
A tale of the children who planted me." 
- Youth's rompa11io11. 
WHAT no WE PLANT. 
What do we plant when we plant the tree? 
We plant the houses for you and me. 
We plant the rafters, the shingles, the floors, 
We plant the studding, the lath, the doors, 
The beams and siding, all parts that be; 
We plant the house when we plant the tree. 
What do we plant when we plant the tree? 
A thousand things that we daily see. 
We plant the spire that out-towers the crag, 
we. plant the staff for our country's flag . 
We plant the shade, from the hot sun free; 
We plant all these when we plant lhe tree. 
- Hmry Ali/J,•y . 
HOW ONE TREE WAS PLANTED. 
When Alice and Phebe Cary, the two poets, who have written 
beautiful poetry that everbody loves, were little schoolgirls they 
planted a tree. 
They were coming home from. school one day, when they found , 
small tree that a farmer had thrown down beside the road to die. Oll ' 
of them picked it up and said to the other, "Let us plant it.•·. '.f"hen 
they took some sticks-for they had nothing else to dig with--and 
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dug out the earth, aud planted this little forsaken tree with their 
tiny hands, and pressed the earth around it with their little feet. 
Every day they hurried to it on their way to and from school, to 
see if it was going to live. How they clapped their hands with 
delight when they saw the buds start and the leaves begin to form! 
When these girls grew up to be famous women, they never re-
turned to their old home in Ohio, without hunting up this tree they 
had planted, and which they loved very much. It grew up to be a 
large and beautiful sycamore. 
- Indiana, Arbo1· Day Annunl. 
A SONG. 
There is ever a song somewhere, my dear; 
There is ever a something sings alway: 
There's the song of the lark when the skies are clear, 
And the song of the thrush when the skies are gray. 
The sunshine showers across the grain, 
And the bluebird trills in the orchard tree; 
And in and out, when the eaves drip rain, 
The swallows are twittering ceaselessly. 
There is ever a song somewhere, my dear. 
Be the skies above or dark or fair, 
There is ever a song that our hearts may hear-
There is a song somewhere, my dear-
There is ever a song somewhere! 
There is ever a song somewhere , my dear, 
In the midnight black, or the midday blue; 
The robins pipes when the sun is here, 
And the crickets chirps the whole night thru. 
The buds may blow, and the fruit may grow, 
And the autumn leaves drop crisp and sear; 
But whether the sun, or the rain, or the snow, 
There is ever a song somewhere, my dear. 
There is ever a song somewhere, my dear, 
Be the skies above or dark or fair, 
There is ever a song that our hearts may hear-
There is ever a song somewhere , my dear-
There is ever a song somewhere! 
-James Whitcom1J Riley. 
6 
l•'irst Boy__: 
Second Boy-
Third Boy-
Fourth Boy-
WHICH SHALL . IT BE. 
If we are all to choose and say 
What trees we'd like to plant today, 
Seems to me none could be 
Half so good as a Christmas tree! 
For surely even a baby knows 
That's where the nicest candy grows. 
Candy on a Christmas tree, 
That's what pleases me! 
Planted out, 'twould never bear-
But, after all, why should we care? 
The richest thing is what we bring 
From sugar· maples in the spring; 
So now I'll set a maple here, 
For feast and frolic every yea r. 
Sugar from a maple tree, 
That's what pleases me! 
Sweets are good most .:my day, 
But as for trees, I'm bound to say, 
A shag-bark tall is best of all 
\Vhen once the nu ts begin to fall; 
And so a hickory tree I'll set, 
And piles of fun and nuts I'll get. 
Nuts from a hickory tree, 
That's what pleases me! 
I shall plant an apple tree. 
That's the best of all for me; 
And each kind to suit my mind, 
On this one with grafts I'll bind. 
Ripe or green, the whole year through, 
Pie or dumpling, bake or stew, 
Every way I like 'em best, 
And I'll treat the rest. 
- Youth's Companion. 
A swarm of bees in May 
Is worth a load of hay; 
A swarm of bees in June 
Is worth a silver spoon; 
A swarm of bees in July 
Is not worth a fly. 
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-Mother Goose. 
LESSONS. 
"Quack! Quack!" says MoLher Duck. 
"Jump right in! Think what good luck, 
To have a pool in perfect trim, 
'iVhere baby uuc-ks can learn to swim!·• 
"Cluck! Cluck!" says Copplecrown. 
"Here's a fat worm, take it down. 
See! This is the way-Scratch! Scratch! 
Learn your own fat worms to catch." 
Says Mother Bird, "Now do your best. 
Children, you must leave the nest. 
One- two-- three! l'sow only try! 
That's the way to learn to fly." 
Says Mother Puss, "Just wait till dark! 
We'll have supper-hark! hark! hark! 
There's a mouse by the pantry wall-
One bold spring, and that is all." 
"What a journey! Papa, see! 
From the table _to my knee." 
Says mamma. "Ah ! not too fast. 
Baby'll learn to walk at last." 
-ilfa,·v F'. B11tt.~. 
BENEATH THE SHADOW OF OAii:S. 
I thank heaven every summer's day of my life that my lot was 
humbly cast within the hearing of romping brooks, and beneath the 
shadow of oaks, and away from all the tramp and bustie of the 
world, into which fortune has led me in these latter years of my life. 
T delight to steal away for days and for weeks together, and bathe 
my spirit in the freedom of the old woods, and to grow young again 
lying upon the brookside. and counting the white clouds that sail 
along the sky, softly and tranquilly, even as holy memories go steal-
ing over the vault of life. 
-Donald G. ilfitche11. 
BEST GIFTS. 
Gifts that grow are best; 
Hands that bless are blest: 
Plant: Life does the rest! 
Heaven and earth help him who plants a tree, 
And his work its own reward shall be. 
-Lucy f,arcom. 
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GREAT CRYPTOMJ~RJA AVENUE OF JAPAN. 
'rhe people of a certain locality in Japan, it is said, love to tell this 
story of what is perhaps the most beautiful road in the Japanese 
Empire. ·when the great general and lawgiver Iyecsasu died, his 
former tributary princes vied with one another in rich mortuary gifts 
to perpetuate his memory. One daimio, loving and loyal, insteaa 
of the customary gift of rare bronze or wrought stone to honor his 
dead lord, gave from his forest land thousands of cryptomeria trees, 
which he wisely . knew would be an ever-growing delight for genera-
tions in a densely populated region. 
These young trees, which were then but 18 inches or more in height, 
he planted at equal distance along the two roads leading to Nikko, 
where the body of the dead prince was interred. Two hundred years 
have passed, and the trees, so small when planted, are giants now, 
whose branches interlock across the wide roadway, presenting to the 
traveler in either direction a vista of green as far as the eye can reach. 
Extending for 30 miles in one direction, and for 20 miles in another, 
these rows of noble trees meet 7 miles from the temple where lie the 
. ashes of the honored dead, and for this last 7 miles a double row 
of trees is found on each side of the roadway. In describing this 
unique and very beautiful tribute of respect and affection, a recent 
traveler says: 
"Many who visit Nikki may forget the loveliness of the mountain 
scenery, the waterfalls and rushing streams, the carving and gilding 
of the temples, the soft, low tone of the bells, the odor of incense, 
and the chanting of priests, but few will forget their 20 miles' ride 
beneath the over-arching branches of the stately trees. What more 
beautiful memorial could be suggested than this, which benefits rich 
and poor, prince and coolie, alike, while mere bronze lanterns and 
costly but dead memorial stones are of no service except as reminders 
of a bygone age?" 
These trees have been growing for two centuries; a half dozen 
generations have enjoyed their coolness, their beauty, refreshing to 
tired eyes and weary limbs, and they will be the delight of genera-
tions to come. 
- Prof. J. P. Mccaskey. 
FOUR-LEAF CLOVER. 
I know a place where the sun is like gold. 
And the cherry blooms burst with snow, 
And down underneath is the loveliest nook, 
Where the four-leaf clovers grow. 
One leaf is for hope, and one is for faith, 
And one is for love you know, 
And God put another in for luck-
If you search, you will find where they grow. 
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:l3ut you must have hope, and you must have faith, 
You must love and be strong-and so-
If you work, if you wait, you will find the place 
Where the four-leaf clovers grow. 
-Ella Biggi11so11 . 
WHAT THE BIRDS SAY. 
We'll build us a nf.\st in an old apple tree, 
'Mid the blossoms of pink and white, 
Where the honey bee'll come with her hum, h um, h um, 
And the bumble bee'll come with his bum, bum, bum, 
And the stars look through the leaves at night, 
Look down on you an d me.-Sel. 
HOW DO THE ROBINS BUILD THEIR NESTS? 
How do th e r obins build their nests? 
Robin R ed Breast told me, 
First a wisp of yellow hay 
In a pret ty r ound they lay; 
Then some shreds of downy floss, 
F eathers too, and bits of moss, 
Woven with a sweet, sweet song, 
This way, that way, and across; 
That's what Robin told me. 
Where do the robins hide their nests? 
Robin Red Breast told me, 
Up among th e leaves so deep, 
Where the sunbeams rarely creep, 
Long before th e winds are cold, 
Long before t he leaves are gold, 
Bright-eyed stars will peep and see 
Baby Robins-one, two, three: 
Tha t 's what Robin told me.-Sel. 
HOW DO BIRDS FIRST LEARN TO SING? 
From the whistling wind so fleet, 
From the waving of the wheat, 
From the rustling of the leaves, 
From the raindrop on the eaves, 
From the children's laughter sweet, 
From the plash when brooklets meet. 
-Mary Mapes J)odgc. 
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"TA.r-TAP!'' 
Tap-tap, tap-lap, 1 wonder what 's that-
Is somebody building a house? 
Tap-tap-tap-tap and a quick rat-tat, 
Then everything still as a mouse. 
Tap-tap-tap-tap. Why, who can it be? 
Are the fairies at work in the wood? 
Tap-tap-tap-tap! ·we surely must see 
What's doing of bad or of good . 
Tap, tap-tap. Some carpenter, sure! 
Here's saw-dust all scattered about, 
But where can he keep hid so secure? 
That's something we'll have to find out. 
Tap-tap, tap-tap; ah, there now I see 
A flash like the brightest of flame; 
There he goes, there he goes, in that hollow tree; 
Golden Woodpecker his name. 
-Sel. 
THE FARMER'S LIFE. 
The farmer has the most sane and natural occupation, and ought 
to find life sweeter, if less highly seasoned, than any other. He alone, 
strictly speaking, has a home. How can a man take root and thrive 
without land? He writes his history upon his field. How many ties, 
how many resourceSi, he has,- his friendships with his cattle, his team, 
his dog, his trees, the satisfaction in his growing crops, in his im-
proved fields, his intimacy with nature, with bird and beast, and with 
the quickening elemental forces; his co-operation with the cloud, the 
sun, the seazons, heat, wind, rain, frost! Nothing will take the various 
distempers which the city and artificial life breed, out of a man like 
farming, like direct and loving contact with the soil. It draws out 
the poison. It humbles him, teaches him patience and reverence, and 
restores the proper tone to his system. 
Blessed is he whose youth was passed upon a farm. Cling to the 
farm, make much of it, put yourself into it, bestow your heart and 
your brain upon it, so that it shall savor of you and radiate your 
virtue after your day's work is done. 
-John Burroughs. 
The vales shall laugh in flowers; the woods 
Grow misty green with leafy buds, 
And violets and wind-flowers sway; 
Against the throbbing heart of May. 
Jl 
-WhittiP-r 
A BOY'S SGl\11\lER SONG. 
'Tis fine lo play 
In the fragranl hay, 
And romp on the golden load; 
To ride old Jack 
To the barn and back, 
Or tramp by a shady road. 
To pause and drink. 
At a mossy brink; 
Ah, that is the best of joy, 
And so I say 
On a summer's day, 
What's so fine as being a boy? Ha, Ha! 
With a line and hook 
By a babbling brook, 
The fisherman's sport we ply; 
And list the song 
Of the feathered throng 
That flit in the branches nigh. 
At last we strip 
For a quiet dip; 
Ah, that is the best of joy. 
For this I say 
On a summer's day, 
What's so fine as being a boy? Ha, Ha! 
-1'0 111 l ,a 11 r,·1wr n,1111,a r. 
A l\JASQFE OF THE SEASONS. 
Scene.- A kitchen.- Group of children popping corn.-The Fairy 
Queen of the Seasons discovered in the smoke of the corn-popper 
"\Vaving her wand, and, with sharp , imperious ejacula tions, 
addressing the bespelled auditors, who neither see nor hear her nor 
suspect her presence. 
Queen. 
Summer or ·winter or Spring or Fall,-
Which do you like the best of all? 
T,ittle Jasper. 
"\Vhen T'm dressed warm as warm can be, 
And with boots, to go 
Through the deepest snow, 
Winter-time is the time for me! 
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Queen. 
Summer or Winter or Spring or Fall,---
Which do you like the best of all? 
Little Mildred. 
I like blossoms, and birds that sing; 
The grass and the dew, 
And the sunshine, too,-
So, best of all I like the Spring. 
Queen. 
Summer or Winter or Spring or Fall,--
Which do you like the best of all? 
Little Mandeville. 
O little friends, I most rej6ice 
When I hear the drums 
As the circus comes,-
So Summer-time's my special choice. 
Queen. 
Summer or Winter or Spring or Fall,-
Which do you like the best of all? 
Little Edith. 
Apples of ruby, and pears of gold, 
And grapes of blue 
That the bee stings -through,-
Fall-it is all that my heart can hold! 
Queen. 
So! my lovelings and pretty dears, 
You've each a favorite, it appears.-
Summer and Winter and Spring and Fall.-
That's the reason I send them all. 
--James Whitcomb Riley. 
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ARBOR UAY ALPHABE'f. 
( For twenty-six small children.) 
(Let each child wear or carry his letter, made of green leaves. and. 
as far as possible, carry branches or twigs of the tree of which he 
speaks,) 
t\. ls for apple tree, sweet with bloom, 
Or laden with golden fruit. 
B is for beech , with thick, cool sbade, 
And the birches of ill repute. 
C is for chestnut and cedar fair, 
And cypress, where sorrows abide. 
n ls for dogwood, whose fair wbite tents 
Are pitched by the river side. 
E is for elm, New England's pride; 
True patriot's Jove they stir. 
F is for fig tree of the South 
And the cone-shaped northern fir. 
G is for gum tree, so well known 
To the southern girls and boys. 
H is for hemlocks, steadfast tree, 
And for holly with Christmas joys. 
I is for ironwood, firm and strong, 
And the ivy that twines around. 
,J is for juniper, low and green, 
Where purple berries are found. 
J{ is for kings of the forest grand, 
The oak must wear the crown. 
L is for thorny locust, the larch, 
And the linden of fair renown. 
1\1 is for maple, favorite one, 
The queen of all the trees. 
N is for Norway pine, which still 
Is whispering to the breeze. 
0 is for orange, blooming for brides, 
And the olive, yielding rich oil. 
P is for popular, reaching high, 
And the palm of the southern soil. 
Q is for quince, in our gardens low, 
With its fruits so sour and green. 
R is for redwood, giant trees, 
The largest that can be seen. 
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S is for spruce, bright evergreen, 
And the silvery sycamore. 
T is for tulip tree, broad and high, 
With its beautiful tulip-like flower. 
U is for upas, tropical tree, 
With its fabled poisoned air. 
V is for vines that cling to the tree 
For friendship, strength, and car0 ~ 
"\V is for walnut, dark and firm, 
And for willow, faithful and true. 
X is xanthoxylum, bitter bane 
Whose virtue is strengthening power, 
Y is for yew ~ree, dwelling alone, 
Friendless and sad we know. 
Z is for zenith, the point above, 
Toward which the trees all grow. 
Song. 
Tune, "Buy my Flowers." 
Apple, beech, and cedar fair, 
Fir and hemlock, worthy pair, 
Elm and oak and maple queen, 
Lords and ladies robed in green! 
On this joyous Arbor Day 
Duty's pleasant call obey. 
Plant the trees, 
Plant the trees this Arbor Day. 
Grand old trees, we love them all! 
Pine and poplar waving tall, 
Tulip tree and walnut, too, 
Willow sad and lonely yew. 
On this joyous Arbor Day 
Duty's pleasant call obey, 
Plant the trees, 
Plant the trees this Arbor Day. 
OAJ{ AND ACORN. 
Said a stark and proud Oak-tree, 
"Acorn do not boast to me!" 
Quick the delving Acorn spoke, 
"Don't despise me, Gaffer Oak!" 
Oak. 
"Youngling, look-I seek the skies!" 
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Acorn. 
"I go down, but I will rise!" 
Oak. 
"I of yest~rdays have store!" 
Acorn. 
"Of to-morrows I have more!" 
Oak. 
"M~ny histories I can tell!" 
Acorn. 
"I of hopes can speak as well!" 
- /')di l/1 :II. '/"fin ·rs 
THE BLESSING OF THE CORNFIELDS. 
Recitation. 
Sing, O song of Hiawatha, * * 
In the pleasant land and peaceful! 
* * All around the happy village 
Stood the maize-fields, green and shining, 
Waved the green plumes of Mondamin, 
WaYed his soft and sunny tresses 
Filling all the land with plenty. 
* * Once, when all the maize was plantecl. 
Hiawatha, wise and thoughtful, 
Spake and sr.id to Minnehaha, 
To his wife, the Laughing Water: 
"You shall bless to-night the cornfields, 
Draw a magic circle round them, 
To protect them from destruction, 
Blast of mildew, blight of insect, 
"\Vagemin, the thief of cornfields, 
Paimosaid, who steals the maize-ear! 
* * When the noiseless night descended 
Broad and dark o'er field and forest, 
From her bed rose Laughing Water, 
Walked securely round the cornfields, 
Drew the sacred magic circle 
Of her footprints round the cornfields. 
No one but the midnight only 
Saw her beauty in the darkness, 
No one but the Wawonaissa 
Heard the panting of her bosom; 
-Guskewau, the darkness, wrapped her 
Closely in his sacred mantle, 
So that none might see her beauty 
So t)).at none might boast-"! saw her," 
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Surumer passed and Shawondasse 
Breathed his sighs o'er all the landscape. 
From the south-land sent his ardors 
Wafted kisses warm and tender; 
And the maize field grew and ripened 
Till it stood in all the splendor 
Of its garments green and yellow, 
Of its tassels and its plumage, 
And the maize-ears full and shining 
Gleamed from bursting sheaths of verdure. 
Then Nokomis, the old woman, 
Spake and said to Minnehaha: 
" 'Tis the Moon when leaves are falling; 
All the wild-rice has been gathered, 
And the maize is ripe and ready; 
Let us gather in the harvest 
Let us wrestle with Mondamin, 
Strip him of his plumes· and tassels, 
Of his garments green and yellow!" 
And the merry Laughing Water 
Went rejoicing from the wigwam, 
With Nokomis, old and wrinkled , 
And they called the women round them, 
Called the young men and the maidens, 
To the harvest of the cornfields, 
To the husking of the maize-ear. 
IOWA: THE CORN QUEEN. 
An angel came to earth one day, 
And seeking every State, 
To each he gave a little gift 
Of value small or great. 
An ore, a mineral, or a gem, 
With colors like the morn; 
To Iowa he only gave 
A single grain of corn. 
But while her sister States displayed 
Their gold or silver bright, 
Their lumps of lead, or copper red, 
Or coal as black as night, 
She plowed her fertile acres up, 
And in the mellow mould 
She planted in the balmy spring 
Her seed of living gold. 
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-Longfellow. 
It sprouted in the crystal rain 
And ripened in the sun; 
It gave her back a million grains 
Where she hall sown but one. 
It cleared away the tangled wood, 
And turned the idle wheel, 
And swelled the s~as of commerce high 
With streams of yellow meal. 
A mighty Stale is Iowa, 
Her fame has traveled far; 
No fairer lands than hers are seen 
Beneath the Western star. 
And, sourc;e of all her wealth and power, 
Upon her shield is borne, 
Below the eagle and the scroll, 
A sheaf of golden corn . 
. -11'1inna Irving in Leslie's Weekly. 
FLOWER SALUTE. 
The pupils enter carrying small bouquets in right hand and 
handkerchiefs in left, keeping step to some instrumental selectio"l. 
When on stage, the piano gives signals which are the ordinary four 
chords in any key, as follows: First chord-Flowers to lips. Second 
chord-Flowers extended in right hand as if kiss were thrown, at 
the same time stepping forward on right foot. Third chord-Handker-
chiefs waved briskly with left hand, flowers and position same as 
preceding. Fourth chord-Resume erect position, flowers and hand-
kerchiefs at side, and recite: 
First Pupil.-
I know not which I love the most, 
Nor which the comeliest shows, 
The timid, bashful violet, 
Or the royal-hearted rose; 
The pansy in her purple dress, 
The pink with cheek of red, 
Or the faint, fair heliotrope, who hangs 
Like a bashful maid, her head. 
For I love and prize them one and all, 
From the least low bloom of spring, 
To the lily fair, whose clothes outshine 
The raiment of a king. 
-Phoebe Gary. 
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Second Pupil.-
"Flowers preach to us if we will hear." 
Third Pupil.-Whittier calls the flowers: 
"Children of the meadows, born 
Of sunshine and of showers." 
Fourth Pupil.-Wordsworth says: 
"To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears." 
Fifth Pupil.-Mrs. Hemans wrote of flowers: 
They speak of hope to the fainting heart, 
With a voice of promise they come and pa,rt, 
They sleep in dust through the wintry hours, 
They break forth in glory-spring flowers, 
bright flowers." 
Sixth Pupil.-Mary E. Bradley wrote: 
"Of all the bonny buds that blow 
In bright or cloudy weather, 
Of all the flowers that come and go, 
The whole twelve moons together, 
The little purple pansy brings 
Thoughts of the '3addest, s-:vcete:,'. t!;.ing-s." 
-Popular Ed11cator. 
PINE NEEDLES. 
"If Mother Nature patches 
The leaves of trees and vines , 
I'm sure she does her darning 
With needles of the pines!" 
"They are so long and slender; 
And somewhere, in full view, 
She has her thread of cobwebs, 
And thimble made of dew!" 
-Lucy Larcom. 
The bluebells rang at half past nine 
And the flowers came to dine. 
Sweet William came with Marigold, 
And Rose blushed red , so I am told. 
~Rebecca ll. /1'orsman, 
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APRIL RAIN. 
It isn't raining rain to me, 
It's raining daffodils; 
In every dimpled drop I see 
Wild flowers on the hills. 
The clouds of gray engulf the day 
And overwhelm the town-
It isn't raining rain to me, 
It's raining roses down. 
It isn't raining rain to me, 
But fields of clover bloom , 
Where any buccaneering bee 
May find a bed and room . 
A health unto the happy, 
A fig for him who frets-
It isn't raining rain to me, 
It's raining violets.- Sel. 
RECITATION FOR THffiD GRADE PUPILS. 
Oak Dryads 
Elm Dryads 
Song of the Dryads. 
0 we are the Dryads, 
The gay little Dryads, 
From out the green forest, 
To greet you we've come. 
All glancing so brightly, 
All dancing so lightly 
From out the green forest 
We dwelt in the oak-trees-
The sturdy, old oak-trees-
In the days when the Druids, 
The wild echoes woke. 
We're well-skilled in mystery, 
And well-read in history, 
We helped hide the Charter 
In old Charter Oak. 
We hide in the elm-trees-
To greet you we've come. 
The stately old elm-trees-
We hold many a secret 
Of many a realm. 
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Willow Dryads 
Birch Dryads 
Pine Dryads 
All 
We've lived there for ages , 
We're wiser than sages, 
We peeped through the branches 
Of Washington Elm. 
Our home is the willow-
The fair weeping willow-
She dropped her bright tears 
O'er the Babes. in the Wood. 
We made them a pillow, 
We knew Cinderella, 
And Jack and Aladdin, 
And Red Riding Hood. 
We liv(.) in the birch-trees--
The beautiful birch-trees-
Beneath our broad branches 
Lived Indians bold. 
We loved Hiawatha, 
And gay Minnehaha-
Who lived in the forest-
In brave days of old. 
We sing in the pine-trees-
The whispering pine-trees-
We rock the birds' cradles, 
As safe as can be. 
We've balm for all sad hearts, 
And calm for all glad hearts, 
We echo the song of 
The murmuring sea. 
Oh, we are the Dryads-
The gay, little Dryads-
We've come from the forest, 
Our own happy home. 
The great trees we love them, 
The blue skies above them, 
Oh, spare the great forests-
Our own happy home. 
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-Primary l~ducation. 
THE BIRD'S NEST. 
(From an adaptation of "Th.,- Bird Game" as found in Rebecca 
Stoneroad's book.) 
There's a dear little nest 
In the top of the tree, 
With some wee cunning birds! 
Oh, I wish you could see. 
The mother bird is telling 
Her birdies how to fly, 
1 "Make your little wings strong 
You shall fly bye and bye, 
Make your little wings strong 
You shall fly bye and bye." 
"Well done. little Birdies! 
Now stretch your necks so high; 
When birds start for flying, 
They look for blue sky. 
We'll have our first lesson 
If the weather is clear; 
2 So, lift your little heads up 
And look far and near. 
So, lift your little heads up 
And look far and near." 
"Poor birdies! There is danger! 
You must hop upon the nest, 
And look the ground all over 
From the east to the west. 
You must not chirp nor twitter 
3 But fold your wings quite tight, 
4 Until you're very certain 
There are no cats in sight. 
Until you're very certain 
There are no cats in sight." 
. "Chirp-chirp ! Cheer-cheer ! 
Chirp-cheer ! Cheer-e-e ! " 
What a happy little mother, 
In the nest in the tree. 
"Chirp-cheer ! You have 
Done well to-day. 
5 Cheer-cheer ! little Birdies, 
You may fly far away. 
Cheer-cheer ! little Birdies, 
You may fly far away." 
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Children standing in aisles recite poem in concert. 
1. Swing arms sideways, up and down. 
2 Stretch heads up, and look as far back as possible to the right 
and left. 
3. Hands on hips, elbows pressed against sides. 
4. Bend from waist, and look from right to left. 
5. One aisle follows another in quick succession, runni,ig lightly 
about the room. 
-Minnie Waite Rozelle. 
MOTION SONG. 
O birdies in the tree-tops! 1 
Your merry songs we hear, 
You're singing to the children 
This morning bright and clear, 
You're singing songs of gladness 
For summer days are near. 
Cliorns 
Sing, birdies, sing, 
Sing and fly 2 
Sing of your little homes 
Up so high. /3: 
0 birdies in the tree-tops! 1 
You watch the light clouds pass 
And see their shadows drifting 4 
Across the waving grass. 
What message do they teach you 
For every lad and lass? 
O birdies in the tree-tops! 1 
,ve know the song you bring 
Is full of love and promise 
From God our heavenly King, 5 
And so we children echo 
The happy song you sing.-Sel. 
1. Hands clasped, fingers together over the head. 
2. Flying motion, hand outspread. 
3. Fingers pointing upward. 
4. Waving motion. 
5. Heads bowed reverently. 
-Primary Education. 
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,JUST WAJUNG UP, 
An Arbor Day Exercise. 
l. We were tiny lillle planls, 
2. And we lived deep underneath the snow; 
3. Then the April rain-drops whispered, "Come!" 
4. And our way to light we found,-just sol 
5. Said the sun "Good morning little ones," 
ii. Then we grew as fast as we could grow; 
7. And to all the other garden flowers, 
8. We just bowed and bowed,-just sol 
9. Golden butterflies upon us light, 
10. And we listen to their secrets low; 
11. And through all the happy sunny day, 
12. We just dance and dance,-just sol 
13 . But, when little stars shine in the sky, 
14. When the birdies to their tree-tops go; 
15 . Tight we close our sleepy, sleepy eyes. 
16. And we go to sleep ,-just sol 
DIRECTIONS AND MOTIONS. 
- Alice E. All~n. 
Any number of tiny children are chosen. Gostume:-long white 
night gowns; little, white ruffled night-caps tied in a big bow, under 
chin; white slippers and stockings. 
l. Stand in a row, left hand laid lightly in right. This position 
should be taken during short interlude after each stanza. 
2. Hold first fingers and thumbs of both hands closely together, 
and look closely at them. 
3. Kneel on floor. 
4. At "just so!" look up, and rise to feet. 
5. Look up; shade eyes with both hands; smile. 
6. Lift both hands above heads, still looking up; rise on tiptoe. 
7. Position ( 1) . 
8. At "just so!" bow very low. 
9. Rest fingers of right hand on side of cap. 
10. Bring right hand down below ear, as if listening. 
11. Take hold of hands. 
12. Lift hands above heads, still clasped; at "just so!" dance 
lightly back and forth on tiptoe. 
13. Music softer and slower. Lift right hand up toward sky; 
look up toward right. 
14. Repeat (13) with left hand, looking toward left. 
15. Close eyes. 
16. At "just so!" drop heads on right side. Hold while pianist 
repeats last two measures softly. 
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A SPRING MEETING. 
(Robin to \Vren.) 
Hullo, Bob Wren! 
Are you back again? 
Glad to see you so well and so merry; 
Fear we're here 
Rather early this year! 
Dear, but I wish I'd a bite of a cherry! 
Just ripe in the south, 
Melt in your mo-,1th. 
Weren't you sorry to leave the sunny 
Land of bloom, and of bees and honey? 
By and by here 'twill be bright and jolly 
With bud and blossoms, but somehow now 
The atmosphere seems melancholy 
For there's not a leaf on a single bough; 
And the wind, oh, how it makes you shiver 
And Jong for the balmy air that blows 
The reeds that quiver 
About some river 
That warm in Floridian sunlight flows! 
Have you any new songs to sing this season? 
And do you know where you are going to stop? 
We've taken rooms in the very top 
Of "The Maple"-prices quite within reason, 
Yon 've a flat near by that you leased till fall? 
How nice! Then surely you'll come and call. 
-Clinton Scollard. 
WHAT WILL YOU BE? 
Dear little tree that we plant today 
What will you be when we're old and gray? 
"The savings bank of the squirrel and mouse, 
For robin and wren an apartment house, 
The dressing-room of the butterfly's ball, 
The locust's and katydid's concert hall. 
The school-boy's ladder in pleasant June, 
The school-girl's tent in the ,July noon. 
And my leaves shall whisper them merrily 
A tale of the ch.ildren who planted me." 
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-Selected. 
FROGIE ON THE LOG. 
There was a little frogi e 
That hopped out in the spring; 
He sat u pon a hollow log 
And then he t ried to sing. 
But his voice was very husky 
And he couldn't sing a note, 
For the frogie on the log 
Had a frogie in his throat. 
-Alice Lewis Richard8. 
THE NOBLE OLD ELM. 
A :Big Old Tree, so tall an' fine, 
Where all us childern swings an' plays, 
Though neighbors says you're on the line 
Between P a's h ouse an' Mr. Gray's.-
Us childern used to almost fuss, 
Old Tree, a bout you when we'd play.-
We'd argy you belong to us, 
an' them Gray-kids the other way! 
Till Elsie, one time she wuz here 
a n' playin' wiv us-Don't you mind, 
Old Mister Tree?-an' purty near 
She scolded us the hardest kind 
Fer quar'llin' 'bout you that away, 
An' say she'll find-ef we'll keep still-
Whose tree you air fer shore, she say, 
An' settle it fer good, she will! 
So all keep s till : An' nen she gone 
An' pa t the Old Tree, an' says she,-
"Whose air you , T ree?" an' nen let on 
Like she's a-list'nin' to the Tree.-
An' nen she say, "It's settled,-'cause 
The Old Tree says he's all our tree-
His trunk belongs to bofe your Pas, 
But shade belongs to you an' me." 
--James Whitcomb Riley. 
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SINGING. 
Of speckled eggs the birdie sings 
And nests among the trees; 
The sailor sings of ropes and things 
In ships upon the sea. 
The children sing in far Japan, 
The children sing in Spain; 
The organ with the organ man 
Is singing in the rain. 
-Robert Louis Stevenson. 
THE LITTLE COCK SPARROW. 
A little cock sparrow sat on a green tree, 
And he chirrup'd, and chirrup'd, so merry was he, 
But a naughty boy came with a small bow and arrow, 
Determined to shoot this little cock sparrow. 
"This little cock sparrow shall make me a stew," 
Said this naughty boy, "Yes, and a little pie, too." 
"Oh, no!" said the sparrow, "I won't make a stew," 
So he fluttered his wings and away he flew. 
• 
THE LITTLE FIB TREES. 
Hey! little evergreens, 
Sturdy and strong! 
Summer and autumn time, 
Hasten along. 
Harvest the sunbeams, then. 
Bind them in sheaves, 
Range them and change them 
To tufts of green leaves. 
Delve in the mellow mold, 
Far, far, below, 
And so, 
Little evergreens, grow! 
Grow, grow! 
Up, up so airily 
To the blue sky, 
Lift up your leafy tips 
Stately and high; 
Clasp tight your tiny cones, 
Tawny and brown; 
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-Mother Goose . 
By and by, buffeting 
Rains will pelt down, 
By and by, bitterly 
Chill winds will blow, 
And so, 
Little evergreens, grow! 
Grow, little evergreens, grow! 
Gather all uttermost 
Beauty, because-
Hark, till I tell it now-
How Santa Claus, 
Out of the northern land, 
Over the seas, 
Soon shall . come seeking you, 
Evergreen trees! 
Seek you with reindeer, soon, 
Over the snow. 
And so , 
Little evergreens, grow! 
What if the maple flare 
Flaunting and red 
You will bear waxen-white 
Tapers instead. 
What if now, otherwhere 
Birds are beguiled, 
You shall yet nestle 
The little Christ-child! 
Ah, the strange splendor 
The fir trees shall know, 
And so, 
Little evergreens grow! 
Grow, grow, 
Grow, little evergreens gro": ! 
SONG I<'ROM 'AS YOU LII{E IT'. 
Under the greenwood tree, 
Who loves to lie with me, 
And tune his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird's throat, 
• 
-St. Nicholas. 
Come hither, come hither, come hither: 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 
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Who doth ambition shun, 
And loves to live in the sun, 
Seeking the food he eats, 
And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither: 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 
HOW TO l\:IARE A WHISTLE. 
-Shakc.~prare. 
Select a small boy with a clear, strong voice. Have him make 
the whistle ( or seem to; it may be prepared beforehand, to avoid 
disaster) as he describes it, and "blow" some simple air at the finish. 
First take a willow bough, 
Smooth and round and dark, 
And cut a little ring 
Just through the outside bark. 
Then tap and rap it gently 
With many a pat and pound 
To loosen up the bark, 
So it may turn around. 
Slip the- bark off carefully, 
So that it will not break, 
And cut away the inside part, 
And then a mouth-piece maim. 
Now put the bark all nicely back 
And in a single minute; 
Just put it to your lip, 
And blow the whistle in it. 
-F'roin Wr8tern 1 ,·ru·her. 
When the wind is in the east, 
'Tis neither good for man nor beast; 
When the wind is in the north, 
The skillful fisher goes not forth; 
When the wind is in the sou th, 
It blows the bait in the fish's month; 
When the wind is in the west, 
Then 'tis at the very best. 
-Uld rhy1ne. 
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WHEN A FELLER'S ITCHIN' TO BE SPANI{EJJ. 
W'en us fellers stomp around, makin' lots 
o' noise, 
Gramma says, "There's certain times comes 
to little boys 
W'en they need a shingle or the soft side of 
a plank;" 
She says "we're a-itchin' for a right good 
spank." 
An' she says, "Now thes you wait, 
It's a-commin'- soon or late, 
W'en a fellers itchin' fer a spank." 
W'en a feller's out o' school, you know how he 
feels, 
Gramma says we wriggle 'roun like a lot o' 
eels. 
W'y it's like a man that's thes home from out o' jail. 
What's the use o' scoldin' if we pull Tray's 
tail? 
Gramma says, tho', "thes you wait, 
It's a comin'- soon or late, 
You'se the boys that's itchin' to be spanked." 
Cats is funny creatures an' I like to make 'em 
yowl, 
Gramma alwus looks at me with a awful scowl 
An' she says, "Young gentleman, mamma 
should be thanked 
Ef you'd get your kinickerbockers right well 
spanked." 
An' she says, "Now thes you wait, 
It's a comin'- soon or late, 
W'en a feller's itchin to be spanked. 
Ef you fin' the days is gettin' awful hot 
in school 
An' you know a swimmin' place where it's nice and cool 
Er you know a cat-fish hole brimmin' full o' 
fish, 
Whose a-goin' to set around and Wish? 
'Taint no use to hide your bait, 
It's a comin'-soon or late, 
W'en a feller's itchin' to be spanked. 
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01, folks know most eber'thing 'about the 
world, I guess, 
Gramma does, we wish she knowed thes a 
little less, 
But I alwus kind o' think it 'ud be as well 
Ef they wouldn't alwus have to up an' tell; 
We kids wish 'at they's thes wait, 
It's a comin'- soon or late, 
W'en a feller's itchin' to be spanked. 
-Paul Laurence Dim/Jar . 
~m. CHICKADEE, D. n. 
A little clergyman is he, 
With black and white cravat; 
He bears a coveted degree, 
And wears a soft silk hat. 
So overflowing in his strain, 
That he could dub "D. D." 
Young theologues with meager brain 
And bump of vanity. 
With happy heart and merry voice, 
He braves the cold and heat; 
And to the loved one of his choice, 
He whistles soft and sweet. 
His sect is Congregational, 
The wild-woods are his church; 
The wind his "choir invisible," 
His pulpit is a birch. 
The sermon we should not forget; 
"Happy and cheerful be, 
Have diligence, be brave, don't fret," 
Says Chickadee D. D. 
-Florence A. Van Sant. 
SEVEN LITTLE CHICRS. 
Seven little chicks go 
Peep! peep! peep! 
Hunting where the grasses grow, 
Deep! deep, deep. 
31 
Then the mother hen calls, 
Cluck! cluck! cluck! 
Wishing every little chick 
Luck, luck, luck. 
-From "Little Rhymes for Little Readers," Rcind, Mc-Yally ,f ('11., 
WHEN SPRING COMES BACI{. 
When spring comes back the violets lift 
Their shyly hooded faces, 
Where late the frozen snows adrift 
Heaped high the woodland spaces. 
When spring comes back the sunbeams dancP 
On green leaves all a-quiver, 
And grasses rally, spear and lance, 
By rippling brook and river. 
When spring comes back a merry train 
Of merry wings come with her, 
The robin and the wren again 
Come gaily flitting hither: 
The bluebird and the oriole, 
The martin and the swallow, 
"Away," they chant, "with grief and dole, 
Here's spring and summer'll follow!" 
-Margaret FJ. Sangsll'r. 
SONG OF SEVEN. 
There's no dew left on the daisies and clover, 
There's no rain left in heaven; 
I've said my "seven times" over and over, 
Seven times one are seven. 
I am old, so old, I can write a letter; 
My birthday lessons are done; 
The lambs play always, they know no better; 
They are orily one times one. 
O moon! in the night I have seen you sailing 
And shining so round and low; 
You are bright! ah, bright! but your light is failing-
You are nothing now but a bow. 
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You moon, have you done something wrong in heavefi 
That God has hidden your face? 
I hope if you have you will soon be forgiven, 
And shine again in your place. 
O velvet bee, you're a dusty fellow , 
You've powdered your legs with gold! 
O brave marsh marybuds, rich and yellow, 
Give me your money to hold! 
0 columbine, open your folded wrapper, 
Where two twin turtle-doves dwell! 
0 cuckoopint, toll me the purple clapper 
That hangs in your clear green bell! 
And show me your nest with your young ones in it; 
I will not steal them away; 
I am old! you may trust me, linnet, linnet-
I am seven times one today. 
, , 
-Jean lnylelou:. 
- .'"f'" 
THE SKYLARK. 
Bird of the wilderness, 
Blithesome and cumberless, 
Sweet be thy matin o'er moorland and lea! 
Emblem of happiness, 
Blest ·is thy dwelling place-
Oh, to abide in the desert with thee! 
Wild is thy lay and loud, 
Far in the downy cloud, 
Love gives it energy, love gave it birth. 
Where, on thy dewy wing, ,,... 
Where art thou journeying? 
. _f_ Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth. 
O'er fell and fountain sheen, 
O'er moor ahd mountain green, 
O'er the red streamer that heralds the day, 
Over the cloudlet dim, 
Over the rainbow's rim, 
Musical cherub, soar, singi~i, 11,way! 
33 l 
A1,. 
Then, when the gloaming comes, 
Low in the heather blooms 
Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be! 
Emblem of happiness, 
Blest is thy dwelling place-
Oh, to abide in the desert with thee! 
--7'homas Hogg. 
STRANGE LANDS. 
Where do you come from, Mr. Jay? 
"From the land of Play, from the land of Play." 
And where can that be, Mr. Jay? 
"Far away-far away." 
Where do you come from, Mrs. Dove? 
"From the land of Love, from the land of Love." 
And how do you get there, Mrs. Dove? 
"Look above-look above." 
Where do you come from, Baby Miss? 
"From the land of Bliss, from the land of Bliss." 
And what is the way there, Baby Miss? 
"Mother's kiss-Mother's kiss." 
Laiirence Alma 'l'adema. 
THE DEWDROP. 
Little drop of dew, 
Like a gem you are; 
I believe that you 
Must have been a star. 
When the day is bright, 
On the grass you lie; 
Tell me then, at night, 
Are you in the sky? 
-Ji'ranlc Dempster Sherman. 
PAR1' RECITATION WITH MOTIONS. 
(By the .Little Ones.) 
( Fingers tapping desks.) 
Patter, patter comes the rain, 
Over hill and . over plain, 
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First Row of Pupils. 
( Clasp hands in front, raise them gradually, till full circle is formed.) 
Higher, higher climbs the sun, 
. Second Row. 
Third Row. 
Now our spring is just begun . 
(Motion as if scattering seeds in aisles.) 
Scatter, scatter seeds once more, 
Now that winter days are o'er. 
(Both hands on desk raised gradually to full length, all rows same 
motion.) 
Upward, upward into light 
Creep the shoots, tall and upright. 
Fourth Row. 
(Motion: arm still raised, swaying from right to left.) 
Boughs are swaying to and fro, 
As the breezes come and go. 
Fifth Row. 
(Arms lowered gradually to desks; fingers moving to represent flut-
tering blossoms.) 
Blossoms sweet with perfume rare, 
Flutter down through soft warm air. 
Sixth Row. 
All. 
( Hands raised as in the act of catching.) 
Now catch the fruit of red and yellow, 
In the fall when ripe and mellow. 
( Hands gently clasped as if guarding the seed.) 
We guard the seed to plant next year, 
That fruit for all may then appear. 
-Journal of Education. 
THE WIND. 
I saw you toss the kites on high, 
And blow the birds about the sky, 
And all around I heard you pass 
Like ladies' skirts across the grass. 
0 wind, a blowing all day long! 
0 wind, that sings so loud a song! 
I saw the different things you did 
But always you yourself you hid, 
I felt you push, I heard you call, 
I could not see yourself at all. 
0 wind, a blowing all day long! 
0 wind, that sings so loud a song! 
-Robert L. Stevenson. 
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A LITTLE PLANT. 
In the heart of a seed buried deep, so deep, 
A dear little plant lay fast asleep. 
"Wake!" said the sunshine, "and creep to the light." 
"Wake!" said the voice of the raindrops bright. 
The little plant heard, and it rose to see 
What the wonderful outside world might be. 
THE DIFFICULT SEE.I). 
I. 
A little seed lay in the ground, 
And soon began to sprout; 
-Kate L. Brown. 
"Now which of all the flowers around," 
It mused, "shall I come out? 
II. 
"The lil:•'s face is fair and proud, 
·But just a trifle cold; 
The rose, I think, is rather loud, 
And then, it's fashion's old. 
III. 
"The violet is very well, 
But not a flower I'd choose; 
Nor yet the canterbury-bell-
I never cared for blues. 
IV. 
"Petunias are by far too bright, 
And vulgar flowers beside; 
The primrose only blooms at night, 
And peonies spread too wide." 
v. 
And so it criticised each flower, 
This supercilious seed; 
Until it woke one summer hour, 
And found itself a weed. 
-Mildred Ho-... ·;s, in St. Nicholas, 
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".rlffi TEN BlRlJS. 
A finger Play. 
First is a bobolink, just hear him sing! 
Second, a blackbird, with a red wing. 
Third is a bluejay-what a fine crest! 
Fourth is an oriole, high hangs his nest. 
Fifth is a house wren, tiny and dear; 
Sixth is a robin, "Cheerily cheer!" 
Seventh, a woodpecker, "Rap-a-tap, tap!" 
Eighth is an owl is his all-day-long nap . 
Ninth is a cardinal, rose-red his coat; 
Tenth is a mocking bird, hear his gay note! 
Fly away, birdies, each to your nest; 
Daylight is gone and the night is for rest. 
-Mrs. 0 harles Norman in Kinder_qa1·ten Hcri1 •1c. 
THE REASON WHY. 
"When I was at the party;'' 
Said Betty (aged four), 
"A little girl fell off the chair, 
Right down upon the floor; 
And all the other little girls 
Began to laugh, but me-
I did laugh a single bit," 
Said Betty, seriously. 
"Why not?" her mother asked her, 
Full of delight to find 
That Betty-bless her little heart-
Had been so sweetly kind. 
"Why didn't you laugh, darling? 
Or don't you like to tell?" 
I didn't laugh," said Betty, 
"Cause it was me that fell!" 
DANDELION. 
Little yellow-headed boy 
Coming in the Spring., 
When the flowers all awake 
And the birdies sing! 
Do you know, dear little boy, 
Smiling in the sun, 
That you are the children's joy 
When the snow is gone? 
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-St. Nicflo/11.s. 
As you stand there on the lawn 
In your green and gold, 
Playing with the birds and bees, 
You are grow:ng old. 
Do you know your golden hair 
Soon will turn to white? 
That the wind will blow it off 
In a single night? 
Then, my dandelion dear 
With your smooth, bald head, 
You will put your nightcap on, 
And creep into your bed. 
There you'll sleep all Winter long, 
Till Spring comes back with joy; 
Then you'll smile on us again, 
A yellow-headed boy. 
- Jl'rances Weed in Ohild-Gm·den. 
A LULLABY. 
Rockaby, lullaby, bees in the clover! 
Crooning so drowsily, crying so low! 
Rockaby, lullaby, dear little rover! 
Down into wonderland, 
Down to the underland, 
Down into wonderla,nd go! 
Rockaby, lullaby, rain on the clover! 
Tears on the eyelids that waver and weep. 
Rockaby, lullaby, bending it over. 
Down on the mother-world, 
Down on the other world, 
Down on the mother-world sleep! 
Rockaby, lullaby, dew on the clover! 
Dew on the eyes that will sparkle at dawn. 
Rockaby, lullaby, dear little rover! 
Into the stilly world, 
Into the lily world, 
Into the lily world gone! 
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~ohn G. Holland. 
DAISIBS. 
At evening when I go to bed 
I see the stars shine overhead; 
They are the little daisies white 
That dot the meadow of the night. 
And after, while I'm dreaming so, 
_across -the sky the moon will go; 
It is a lady, sweet and fair, 
Who comes to gather daisies there. 
For when at morning I arise 
There's not a star left in the skies; 
She's picked them all and dropped them down 
Into the meadows of the town. 
-Sltennun. 
THE GYPSY DAISIES. 
(Song for little girls in semi-circle on stage, holding daisies) 
(Air-"Comin' Through the Rye") 
(Holding up flowers) 
Have you seen the gypsy-daisies 
Camping on the hills? 
All in little grass-green dresses, 
And such pretty frills? 
(Spring up with low courtesy) 
Each one drops her little curt'sy, 
Says, bright eyed and bold, 
"As you're comin' through the daisies, 
Have your fortune told?" 
(Pulling out petals one by one) 
So each laughing little lassie 
Picks a little flower, 
Pulls its pretty petals slowly, 
Drops them in a shower. 
Pulls the petals slowly- slowly-
From its heart of gold, 
(Looking up smiling) 
And, a comin' through the daisies, 
Has her fortune told. 
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-Selected. 
DANDELIONS. 
(A little play for little people) 
Let some of the children be Frogs, the rest Dandelions. 
Frogs may sing first four lines of each stanza; Dandelions last two; 
and all, the chorus. Or, the whole school may sing the entire song. 
Frogs may stand around sides of room, and play their "violins." 
Dandelions may stand in straight lines facing them, swinging from 
slde to side, in the first stanza; in second, they may skip, hand in 
hand round and round room, coming back to places at close. 
(Air--"Upidee") 
Some jolly frogs there live, they say, 
Tra la, Ia, tra la la, 
Within a pool not far away-
Tra, la, la la la, 
And round the edge in shining lines, 
Stand twenty little- dandelions 
Chorus 
Swinging, swinging, in a row, 
To and fro, to and fro; 
Swinging, -swinging, to and fro-
Little dandelions. 
The frogs they tune their violins, 
Tra la, la, tra la la, 
The merry, merry dance begins-
Tra, la, la la la. 
The sun across the pasture shines, 
And all the little dandelions 
Chorus 
Dancing, dancing, come and go, 
To and fro, to and fro, 
Dancing, dancing, to and fro-
Little dandelions. 
-Primary Edttcatlon. 
WHAT THE DANDELION DOES. 
"Oh, dandelion, yellow as gold, 
What do you do all day?" 
·• 1 just wait here in the long green grass 
Till the children come to play." 
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''Oh dandelion,. ye1Iow as gold, 
What do you do all night?" 
"I wait and wait while the cool dew falls 
And my hair grows long and white." 
"And what do you do when you hair grows white, 
And the children come to play?" 
"They take me up in their dimpled hands 
And blow my hair away." 
-From the Art Literature Readers, Book I. 
Published by Atkins Mentzer and Grover. 
This is the song the Brown Thrush flings, 
Out of his thicket of roses; 
Hark how it warbles and rings, 
Mark how it closes: 
Luck, luck, 
What luck? 
Good enough for me! 
I'm alive, you see. 
Sun shining, 
No repining; 
Never borrow; 
Idle sorrow; 
Drop it! 
Cover it up! 
Hold your cup! 
Joy will fill it, 
Don't spill it, 
Steady, be ready, 
Good luck! 
-Henry Van Dyke. 
From The Tolling of Felix. 
THE CAT-BffiD. 
He sits on a branch of yon blossoming bush, 
This madcap cousin or robin and thrush, 
And sings without ceasing the whole morning long; 
Now wild, now tender, the wayward song 
That flows from his soft, gray, fluttering throat; 
But often he stops in his sweetest note, 
And, shaking a flower from the blossoming bough, 
Drawls out, "Mi-eu, mi-ow!" 
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Dear merry mocker, your mimic art 
Makes drowsy Grimalkin awake with a start, 
And peer all around with a puzzled air-
For who would suppose that one · would dare 
To mimic the voice of a mortal foe! 
You're safe on the bough, as well you know; 
And if ever a bird could laugh, 't is you, 
Drawling, "Mi-ow, mi-eu ! " 
- Edith M. Thomas. 
THE BUMBLE-BEE. 
"The bumble-bee, the bumble-bee, 
He flew to the top of the tulip-tree; 
He flew to the top, but he could not stop, 
For he had to get home to his early tea. 
"The bumble-bee, the bumble-bee, 
He flew away from the tulip-tree; 
But he made a mistake, and flew into the lake , 
And he never got home to his early tea." 
From a New Baby World Published by Centm·y Co. 
THE BROKEN WING. 
In front of my pew sits a maiden-
A little brown wing in her hat, 
With its touches of tropical azure, 
And the sheen of the sun upon that. 
'rhru the bloom colored panes shines a glory 
By which the vast shadows are stirred, 
But I pine for the spirit and splendor 
That painted the wing of that bird. 
The organ rolls down its great anthem 
With the soul of a song it is blent; 
But for me, I am sick for the singing 
Of one little song that is spent. 
The voice of the curate is gentle: 
"No sparrow shall fall to the ground;" 
But the poor broken wing on the bonnet 
Is mocking the merciful sound. 
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-Anonymous. 
THE BROWN THRASHEtt. 
My creamy breast is speckled 
(Perhaps you'd call it freckled) 
Black and brown. 
My pliant russet tail 
Beats like a frantic flail 
Up and down. 
In the top branch of a tree 
You may chance to glance at me 
When I sing. 
But I'm very, very shy 
When I silently float by, 
On the wing. 
Whew there! Hi there! Such a clatter! 
What's the matter-what's the matter? 
Really, really! 
Digging, delving, raking, sowing, 
Corn is sprouting, corn is growing! 
Plant it, plant it! 
Gather it, gather it! 
Thresh it, thresh it! 
Hide it, hide it, do! 
(I see it-and you). 
Oh! I'm that famous scratcher, 
H-a-r-p-o-r-h-y-n-c-h-u-s-r-u-f-u-s-Thrasher-
Cloaked in brown. 
- Mabel Osgood Wri11ht . 
THE SUGAR-PLUM TREE. 
Have you ever heard of the Sugar-plum Tree? 
'Tis a marvel of great renown! 
It blooms on the shore of the Lollipop sea 
In the garden of Shut-Eye Town; 
The fruit that it bears is so wondrously sweet, 
(As those who have tasted it say) 
That good little children have only to eat 
Of that fruit to be happy next day. 
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When you've got to the tree, you would have a hard time 
To capture the fruit which I sing; 
The tree is so tall that no person could climb 
To the boughs where the sugar-plums swing! 
_But up in that tree sit~ a chocolate cat, 
And a ginger-bread dog prowls below-
And this is the way you contrive to get at 
Those sugar-plums tempting you so: 
You say but the word to that gingerbread dog 
And he barks with such terrible zest 
That the chocolate cat is at once all agog, 
As her swelling proportions attest. 
And the chocolate cat goes cavorting around 
From this leafy limb unto that, 
And the sugar-plums tumble, of course, to the ground--
Hurrah for that chocolate cat! 
There are marshmallows, gumdrops, and peppermint canes, 
With stripings of scarlet or gold, 
And you carry away of the treasure that rains 
As much as your apron can hold! 
So come, little child, cuddle closer to me 
In your dainty white nightcap and gown, 
And I'll rock you away to that Sugar-plum Tree 
In the garden of Shut-Eye Town. 
-Euoene Field! 
QUOTATIONS. 
Nature never did betray 
The heart that loved her. 
A light broke in upon my soul-
It was the carol of a bird; 
-Wordsworth: 
It ceased-and then it came again 
'fhe sweetest song ear ever heard. 
On<:! impulse from a vernal wood 
May teach you more of man, 
Of moral evil and of good, 
Than all the sages can. 
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-Byron. 
-Wordsworth. 
A tree is a deposit in the bank of nature 
which she alwayi;; repays a thousand fold. 
Dandelion, tell me true, 
Does my mamma need me? 
If I blow your fuzzy hair 
Thrice, and find your forehead bare, 
Home the charm shall lead me. 
-Abbie Ji'anccll 1Jru1rn . 
A gush of bird song, a patter of dew, 
A cloud and a rainbow's warning, 
Suddenly sunshine and perfect blue-
An April day in the morning. 
Bees don't care about the snow; 
I can tell you why that's so: 
Once I caught a little bee 
Who was much too warm for me. 
-Spofford. 
-Frank Dempster Sher111a11. 
And buttercups are coming, 
And scarlet columbine, 
And in the sunny meadows 
The dandelions shine. 
-Celia Thaxter. 
We must not hope to be mowers, 
And to gather the ripe, golden ears, 
Unless we first have been sowers 
And watered the flowers with tears. 
It is not just as we take it, 
This wonderful world of ours, 
Life's field will yield as we make it, 
A harvest of thorns or of flowers. 
There is something unspeakably cheerfulin a spot of ground which 
is covered with trees, that smiles amidst all the rigors of winter, and 
gives us a view of the most gay season in the midst of that which 
is the most dead and melancholy. 
-acldiaon. 
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There's music in the sighing of a reed; 
There's music in the gushing of a rill; 
There's music in all things, if men had ears, 
This earth is but an echo of the spheres. 
-Byron. 
To own a bit of ground, to scratch it with a hoe , to plant seeds and 
watch their renewal of life,-this is the commonest delight of the 
race, the most satisfactory thing one can do. 
-Warner. 
The bullfrog fills his little throat 
And bellows once again 
A basso, bungling thunder-note 
Across the summer fen. 
A bull might envy him that voice 
And wish that it was his. 
This seems to point a moral , 
But I don't know what it is. 
A wee little worm in a hickory-nut 
Sang, happy as he could be,-
~, 
"O I live in the heart of the whole round world, 
And it all belongs to me!" 
"Oh, pause and think for a moment 
What a desolate land 'twould be; 
In east or west the eye should rest 
On not a single tree." 
The wind blows east, and the wind blows west; 
The blue eggs in the robin's nest 
Will soon have wings and beak and breast 
And flutter and fly away. 
Sunshine set to music! 
Hear the sparrow sing! 
In his note the freshness 
Of the new-born spring. 
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-Riley. 
-Gray. 
_, 
J\l(morial Day 
}\iay 30th 
Not gold, but only men can make 
A people great and strong; 
Men who for Truth and Honor's sake 
Stand fast and suffer long.-Emerson. 
Till the mountains are worn out, and the rivers forget to flow-
till the clouds are weary of replenishing springs, and the springs 
forget to gush and the rills to sing, shall their names be kept fresh 
with reverent honor, which are inscribed upon the book of National 
Remembrance! 
-Henry Wara Beecher. 
HOW SLEEP THE BRA VE. 
How sleep the brave who sink to rest 
By all their Country's wishes blest! 
When Spring, with dewy :fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallowed mold, 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 
By fairy hands their knell is rung, 
By forms unseen their dirge is sung: 
There Honor comes, a pilgrim gray, 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay. 
And Freedom shall awhile repair 
To dwell a weeping hermit there! 
-William Co/li11.~ . 
OUR COUNTRY. 
One thought of thee is glad with hope, 
Dear country of our love and prayers 
Thy way is down no fatal slope, 
But up to freer sun and airs. 
Tried as by furnace fires, and yet 
By God's grace only stronger made; 
In future tasks before thee set 
· · ·, Thou shalt not lack the old-time aid. 
The fathers sleep, but men remain 
As true and wise and brave as they; 
Why count the loss without the gain? 
The best is that we have to-day. 
No lack was in the primal stock, 
No weakling founders builded here; 
There were the men of Plymouth Rock, 
The Puritan and Cavalier; 
And they whose firm endurance gained 
The freedom of the souls of men, 
Whose hands, unstained in peace, maintained 
The swordless commonwealth of Penn. 
And time shall be the power of all 
To do the work that duty bids; 
And make the people's council hall 
As lasting as the Pyramids. 
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Thy lesson all the world shall learn, 
The nations at thy feet shall sit; 
Earth's furthest mountain tops shall burn 
With watch-fires from thine own unlit. 
Great, without seeking to be great 
By fraud or conquest; rich in gold, 
But richest in the large estate 
Of virtue which thy children hold. 
With peace that comes of purity, 
And strength to simple justice due, 
So owns our loyal dreams of thee, 
God of our fathers! Make it true. 
Oh, land of lands! To thee we give 
Our love, our trust, our service free; 
For thee thy sons shall nobly live , 
And at thy need shall die for thee. 
,. 
-J. G. Whittier. 
THE SHIP OF STATE, 
Thou, too, sail on, O Ship of State! 
Sail on, 0 Union strong and great! 
Humanity with all its fears, 
With all its hopes of future years, 
Is hanging breathless on thy fate! 
We know what master laid thy kneel, 
What workman wrought thy ribs of steel , 
Who made each mast, and sail, and rope, 
What anvils rang, what hammers beat, 
In what ·a forge and what a heat, 
Were shaped the anchors of thy hope! 
Fear not each sudden sound and shock, 
'Tis of the wave and not the rock; 
'Tis but the flapping of the sail, 
And not a rent made by the gale; 
In spite of rock and tempest roar, 
In spite of false lights on the shore, 
Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea! 
Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee: 
Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our tear;,, 
Our faith triumphant o'er our fears, 
Are all with thee, are all with thee. 
-Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 
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THE BATTLE FIELD. 
Once this soft turf, this rivulet's sands, 
Were trampled by a hurrying crowd, 
And fiery hearts and armed hands 
Encountered in the battle-cloud. 
Ah! never shall the land forget 
How gushed the life-blood of her brave; 
Gushed, warm with hope and courage yet, 
Upon the soil they fought to save. 
Now all is calm, and fresh, and still, 
Alone the chirp of flitting bird, 
And talk of children on the hill, 
And bell of wandering kine are heard. 
No . solemn host goes trailing by 
The black-mouthed gun and staggering wain, 
Men start not at the battle-cry; 
Oh, be it never heard again! 
Soon rested those who fought, but thou 
Who minglest in the harder strife 
For truths which men receive not now, 
Thy warfare only ends with life. 
A friendless warfare! lingering long 
Through weary day and weary year. 
A wild and many-weaponed throng 
Hang on thy front, and flank, and rear. 
Yet nerve thy spirit to the proof, 
And blench not at thy chosen lot, 
The timid good may stand aloof, 
The sage may frown-yet faint thou not. 
Nor heed the shaft too surely cast, 
The foul and hissing bolt of scorn; 
For with thy side shall dwell, at last, 
The victory of endurance born. 
Truth, crushed to earth, shall rise again; 
The eternal years of God are hers; 
But Error, wounded, writhes in pain, 
And dies among his worshippers. 
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Yea, though thou lie upon the dust 
When they who helped thee flee in fear, 
Die full of hope and manly trust, 
Like those who fell in battle here. 
Another hand thy sword shall wield, 
Another hand the standard wave, 
Till from the trumpet's mouth is pealed 
The blast of triumph o'er thy grave. 
-William Ciillen Bryant. 
FOR DECORATION DAY. 
Bring flowers, th-e brightest and fairest, 
From mansion and cottage and field; 
Bring flowers, the richest and rarest 
Forest, prairie, or garden can yield; 
Then twine them with fair, loving fingers, 
And here place the chaplets ye wreathe, 
While memory lovingly lingers, 
And blesses the sleepers beneath. 
Sleep on, brave hearts, no troublous morn shall come, 
No bugle's reveille, no beat of drum; 
No fife's shrill note shall call your weary feet, 
No wintry storm to face, no scorching heat. 
Above your quiet beds the grasses spring, 
Mid rustling, vernal leaves, the warblers sing; 
By day, upon each couch the sunbeams rest, 
By night, the gentle dews, above each breast. 
The land ye died to save, peace hovers o'er, 
No sound of foe is heard from shore to shore; 
The flag ye loved so well no star has lost, 
We taste the good ye bought at such a cost. 
With grateful memories, we come to-day, 
Here at your lowly graves our tribute pay; 
The beauteous flowers we strew, your rest above, 
Shall tell our gratitude and lasting love. 
Thus through the long years that are coming, 
When spring brings her gift of the flowers, 
When bees amid blossoms are humming, 
We'll remember these soldiers of ours. 
When nature in promise rejoices, 
We'll beautify each sacred bed, 
And children shall join their young voices, 
To honor our patriot dead. 
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-E. C.H. 
LOVE OF COUNTRY. 
Breathes there a man with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said, 
This is my own, my native land! 
Whose heart hath ne'er within him burn'd, 
As home his footsteps h e hath turn'd, 
From wandering on a foreign strand! 
If such there breathe, go, mark him well; 
For him no Minstrel raptures swell; 
High tho his titles, proud his name, 
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim; 
Despite those titles, power, and pelf, 
The wretch, concenter'd all in self, 
Living, shall forfeit fair, renown, 
And doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust, from whence he sprung, 
Unwept, unhonor'd and unsung. 
HOW "UNCLE SAM" GOT HIS NAME. 
-Scott. 
The nickname "Uncle Sam" as applied to the United States govern-
ment is said to have originated as follows: Samuel Wilson, com-
monly called "Uncle Sam," was a government inspector of beef ana 
pork at Troy, N: Y., about 1812. A contractor, Elbert Anderson, pur-
chased a quantity of provisions, and the barrels were marked "E. A.," 
Anderson's initials, and "U. S." for United States. The latter initials 
were not familiar to Wilson's workmen, who inquired what they 
meant. A facetious fellow answered: "I don't know, unless they 
mean "Uncle Sam." A vast amount of property afterwards passed 
through Wilson's hands marked in the same manner, and he has often 
joked upon the extent of his possessions. The joke spread through 
all the departments of the government, and before long the United 
States was popularly referred to as "Uncle Sam." 
TWO VOICES. 
A Southern Volunteer. 
Yes, sir, I fought with Stonewall, 
And faced the fight with Lee; 
But if this here Union goes to war, 
Make one more gun for me! 
I didn't shrink from Sherman 
As he galloped to the sea; 
But if this here Union goes to war, 
Make one more gun for me! 
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I was with 'em at Manassas-
The bully boys in grey; 
I heard the thunderers roarin ' 
Round Stonewall Jackson's way, 
And many a time this sword of mine 
Has blazed the route for Lee; 
But if this old Nation goes to war, 
Make one more sword for me! 
I'm not so full o' figh tin' , 
Nor half so full o' fun, 
As I was back in the sixties 
When I shouldered my old gun; 
It may be that my hair is white-
Such things, you know, must be-
But if this old Union's in for war, 
Make one more gun for me! 
I hain't forgot my raisin'-
Nor how, in sixty-two 
Or thereabouts, with battle shouts 
I charged the boys in blue; 
And I say I fought with Stonewall, 
And blazed the way for Lee; 
But if this old Union's in for war, 
Make one more gun for me! 
-Atlanta GonstituUon. 
HIS NORTHERN BROTHER. 
Just make it two, old fellow; 
I want to stand once more 
Beneath the old flag with you, 
As in the days of yore. 
Our fathers stood together 
And fought on land and sea 
The battles fierce that -made us 
A nation of the free. 
I whipped you down at Vicksburg, 
You licked me at Bull Run; 
On many a field we struggled, 
When neither victory won. 
You wore the grey of Southland, 
I wore the Northern blue; 
Like men we did our duty 
When screaming bullets flew. 
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Four years we fought like devils, 
But when the war was done 
Your hand met mine in friendly clasp, 
Our two hearts beat as one. 
And now when danger threatens, 
No North, no South, we know. 
Once more we stand together 
To fight the common foe. 
My head like yours, is frosty-
Old age is creeping on; 
Life's sun is lower sinking, 
My day will soon be gone. 
But if our country's honor 
Needs once again her son, 
I'm ready, too, old fellow-
So get another gun. 
-Minneapolis Journal. 
THE MIRACLE OF ANDERSONVILLE. 
They were dying, thousands and thousands, 
In the foul old prison pen, 
Of famine, and thirst, and torture, 
They were only the ghosts of men. 
The horrors of hell were on them, 
The glare of the dead man's eye, 
And a curse, that cursed even heaven, 
That left them alone to die. 
With a sky that was scorched above them, 
Like the sand where the dead were laid 
Not a breath of God's sweet heaven 
Came into the old stockade. 
There was only the swamps' miasma 
That into the prison fell; 
And the rot of the reeking trenches, 
That words are ashamed to tell. 
No longer a noise of mourning, 
There was only a cry for bread; 
For bread-oh God-and water! 
They wept no more for the dead. 
They pressed to the prison doorway, 
"Back! "-shouted the guardsman, loud, 
"Back-back to the stinking corpes 
That never will have a shroud." 
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And the dying curse of the murdered 
Fell on the guardsman there, 
A curse on him and his children 
To follow him everywhere, 
That night and the pitying starlight 
Looked down on the place of hell, 
And a rain storm washed the prison 
Of things it were shame to tell. 
And a bolt of God's own thunder, 
A flash of His lightning rent 
The side of the hill asunder, 
And a river of life was sent. 
A river of crystal water 
Burst out of the stricken sod, 
And they knelt, and they drank together, 
And knew 'twas the hand of God. 
-S. H. M. Byers. 
THE FLAG. 
That ocean-guarded flag of light, forever may it fly! 
It flashed on Monmouth's bloody fight, and lit McHenry's sky; 
It bears upon its folds of flame to earth's remotest wave 
The names of men whose deeds of fame shall ere inspire the brave. 
Timbers have crushed and guns have pealed, beneath the radiant glow, 
But never did the ensign yield its honor to the foe. 
Its fame shall march with martial tread down ages yet to be, 
To guard those stars that never paled in fight on land or sea. 
Its stripes of red, eternal dyed with heart streams of all lands; 
Its white, the snow-capped hills that hide in storm their upraised 
hands; 
Its blue, the ocean waves that beat 'round freedom's circled shore; 
Its stars, the print of angels' feet that burn forever more. 
-Riley. 
COJ,UMBIA EXERCISE. 
Columbia should wear a crown, which may be made of gilt paper, 
with a silver star in front. A flag shou~d be draped over the shoulder, 
and another should be held in the hand. This part should be assigned 
to one of the taller girls, or, if all the children are small, it may be 
taken by the teacher. 
Columbia-I am Columbia, the mother of heroes. I am crowned 
with honor, for my children rise up and call me blessed. They have 
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placed on my brow a priceless jewel, even the Star of Liberty. They 
have clothed me with a gorgeous scarf, dyed in the depths of the sky, 
in the snow of the mountain, and in their own hearts' blood. 
Children-Then why are you sad, fair mother? 
Columbia-Because my boys in blue and my boys in gray are grow-
ing fewer year by year and who will remember them when they are 
gone? 
Children-We will. We will. 
Girls in concert with flowers in their hands.-
Their graves shall be fair with blossoms so rare, 
We'll strew them in tears and in love; 
Perhaps they will know, as they slumber below, 
That the flowers are blooming above. 
First girl, with a bunch of pansies.-
In purple and gold, the pansies shall hold 
Their court on the narrow space, 
Each flow'ret brought for the loving thought 
That shines in its dear little face. 
Second girl , with tulips.-
The tulip, too, of crimson hue, 
In painted cup shall bear 
The dewdrop clear, the pearly tear 
Of Nature's tender care. 
Third girl, with myrtle.-
For gift of mine, a slender vine 
I'll plant on graves unknown; 
The myrtle true, with eyes of blue, 
Shall wreathe the crumbling stone. 
Fourth girl, with roses.-
I bring the rose for the love of those 
Who gave their lives for thee, 
Its petals rare to scatter there 
In fragrance sweet and free. 
Whole class in concert.-
0 just and wisest mother, 
Mourn not thy loss as vain; 
We bring the gift thou seekest, 
Thy cause shall never wane. 
We promise e'er to cherish 
That banner of the free; 
We give our hearts' devotion, 
We give ourselves to thee. 
Columbia and the whole class sing together.-
Our souls foretell the glory of a future greater far, 
Of a standard brighter gleaming with each newly-risen star; 
And the face of Freedom shining, never more to cloud in war; 
Our land is marching on. 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! etc. 
Columbia raises her flag, and all salute it with out-stretched hands.-
"I pledge allegiance to my flag and the republic for which it stands; 
one nation, indivisible, with liberty and justice for all."-
(Salute.) 
Annie M. Street, in American Teacher. 
OUR FLAG. 
Concert Recitation. 
We pledge allegiance to our flag, 
To it we will be true, 
We will defend it with our lives, 
Our own red, white, and blue. 
The white, it stands for purity, 
For faith and truth the blue, 
The red, for courage bold and strong, 
There's meaning in each hue. 
We love the stars, the many stars 
Upon their field of blue. 
We love the strips of red and white, 
We know their meaning, too. 
"Star Spangled Banner" it is called; 
Sometimes "Old Glory," too, 
Sometimes "The Banner of the Free," 
Our own red, white, and blue. 
We pledge allegiance to our flag, 
To it we will be true, 
We will defend it with our lives, 
Our own red, white, and blue. 
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-Colorado Annual. 
LINCOLN'S GETTYSBURG ADDRESS. 
Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth upon 
this continent a new nation , conceived in Liberly, and dedicated to 
the proposition that all men are created equal. 
Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that 
nation, or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. 
We are met on a great battlefield of that war. We have come to 
dedicate a portion of that field as a final resting-place for those who 
here gave their lives that that nation might live. It is altogether 
fitting and proper that we should do this. 
But in a larger sense we can not dedicate, we can not consecrate, 
we can not hallow this ground. The brave men, living and dead, who 
struggled here, have consecrated it far above our poor power to add 
or detract. The world will little note, nor long remember, what we 
say here; but it can never forget what they did here. It is for us, 
the living, rather to be dedicated here to the unfiinished work which 
they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather 
for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us,-
that from these honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause 
for which they gave the last full measure of devotion,-that we here 
highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain, that this 
nation under God, shall have a new birth of freedom, and that govern-
ment of the people, l;>y the people, for the people shall not perish from 
the earth. 
THE NAME OF OLD GLORY. 
Old Glory! say, who 
By the ships and the crew, 
And the long, blended ranks of the Gray and the Blue-
Who gave yoi1 Old Glory, the name that you bear 
With such pride everywhere, 
As you cast yourself free to the rapturous air, 
And leap out full length, as we're wanting you to?- -
Who gave you that name, with the ring of the same, 
And the honor and fame so becoming to you? 
Your strips stroked in ripples of white and of red, 
With your stars at their glittering best overhead-
By day or by night 
Their delightfulest light 
Laughing down from their little square heaven of blue! 
Who gave you the name of Old Glory- say, who-
Who gave you the name of Old Glory? 
The old banner lifted and faltering then 
In vague lisps and whispers fell silent again. 
58 
Old Glory: the story we're wanting to hear 
Is what the plain facts of your christening were,-
For your name- just to hear it, 
Repeat it and cheer it, it's a tang to the spirit 
As salt as a tear;-
And seeing you fly, and the boys marching by, 
There's a shout in the throat and a blur in the eye, 
And an aching to live for you always-or die, 
If, dying, we still keep you waving on high. 
And so by our love 
For you, floating above, 
And the scars of all wars, and the sorrow thereof, 
Who gave you the name of Old Glory, and why 
Are we thrilled at the name of Old Glory? 
Then the old banner leaped like a sail in the blast 
And fluttered an audible answer at last. 
And it spake with a shake of the voice, and it said: 
By the driven snow-white and the living blood-red 
Of my bars and their heaven of stars overhead-
By the symbol conjoined of them all, skyward cast, 
As I float from the steeple or flap at the mast, 
Or droop o'er the sod where the long grasses nod,-
My name is as old as the glory of God. 
* * * So I came by the name of Old Glory. 
--James Whitcomb Riley. 
From "Home Folks." 
THE NEW MEMORIAL DAY. 
Oh, the roses we plucked for the blue 
And the lilies we twined for the gray, 
We have bound in a wreath, 
And in silence beneath 
Slumbers our heroes today. 
Over the new-turned sod 
The sons of our fathers stand, 
And the fierce old fight 
Slips out of sight 
In the clasp of a brother's hand. 
For the old blood left a stain 
That the new has washed away , 
And the song of those 
That have faced as foes 
Are marching together today. 
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Oh, the blood that our fathers gave! 
Oh, the tide of our mothers' tears! 
And the flow of red, 
And the tears they shed, 
Embittered a sea of years. 
But the roses we plucked for the blue, 
And the lilies we twined for the gray, 
We have bound in a wreath, 
And in glory beneath 
Slumber our heroes today. 
-Albert Bigelow Paine. 
RECESSIONAL. 
God of our fathers, known of old-
Lord of our far-flung battle-line-
Beneath whose awful hand we hold 
Dominion over palm and pine-
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget-lest we ·forget' 
The tumult and the shouting dies-
The captains and the kings depart-
Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice, 
An humble and a contrite heart. 
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget-lest we forget! 
Far-called our navies melt away-
On dune and headland sinks the flre-
Lo, all our pomp of yesterday, 
Is one with Nineveh and Tyre! 
Judge of the Nations, spare us yet, 
Lest we forget-lest we forget! 
If drunk with sight of power, we loose 
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe-
Such boasting as the Gentiles use, 
Or lesser breeds without the Law-
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget-lest we forget! 
For heathen heart that puts her trust 
In reeking tube and iron shard-
All valiant dust that builds on dust, 
And guarding calls not Thee to guard-
For frantic boast and foolish word, 
Thy mercy on thy people, Lord! 
Amen. 
-Rudt/ard Kipling. 
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CROSSING THE BAR. 
Sunset and evening star, 
And one clear call for me! 
And may thE,re be no moaning of the bar 
When I p rt out to sea. 
But such a t ·de as moving seems asleep, 
Too full for sound and foam, 
When that which drew from out the boundless deep 
Turns agair. home. 
Twilight and evening bell, 
And after that the dark! 
And may there be no sadness of farewell 
When I embark. 
For though from out our bourne of Time and Place 
The flood may bear me far, 
I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
When I have crost the bar. 
LOVE OF COUNTRY. 
One Country, one Constitution, one destiny. 
-Tennyson. 
-Webster. 
I know no North, no South, no East, no West, to which I owe my 
allegiance. 
-Henry Glay. 
I care not what course others may take, but as for me, give me liberty 
or give me death. 
-Patrick Henry. 
Remember! we are one country now. Dismiss from your minds all 
sectional feeling, and bring up your children to be, above all, Americans. 
-Gen. Robert E. Lee. 
They are slaves who dare not be 
In the right with two or three. 
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-James Russell Lowell. 
